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ADVERTISEMENT 


SECOND EDITION. 


0 THAT maine enemy had written a book. /——l have a great 
reſpe& for the character of Job ; but the refined cruelty of the 
above wiſh has ſometimes led me to doubt whether he were really 
the forbearing man he is repreſented to be. 
Among the ſcribblers at Florence I found a Mr. Parſons. 
Him I purpoſely avoided mentioning ; not. becauſe he was leſs 
ignorant than the reſt, (always excepting Mr. Greathead, who, 
when all fools take the field, will certainly carry the banner) but 
becauſe his vanity (the only thing I quarrelled with) ſcemed leſs 
offenſive. Whether the gentleman thought hunſelf injured by 
this ſuppreſſion of his name, I cannot fay ; but he immediately 
called 


called for pen and ink, and not having the exclamation of Job 


a ADVERTISEMENT. 


before his..eyes, fat down in the very torrent and whirlwind of 
pailion © to wrate a book.” 

This, which conſiſts of notes on the M viao, hi ide 
into my hands : and, to make amends for my former filence, 
and do juſtice to Mr. Parſons, I ſhall take the liberty of intro- 
ducing one or two of them in this place ; reſerving the publica- 


tion of the remainder for a work of greater magnitude. 


In the MAVIAN DN. I obſerve, that, when it was near- 


ly ſiniſhed, I laid it afide for two years. Here Mr. Parſons ſar- 


caſtically cries out Io years / So this poem was two years 
in hand, It certainly was not worth the labour!!! 


= 7. 3 5. Then, en, 1 hate the magic that deociv'd, | 
9613 15 Amer BELIEV” D. 
7115 eee, nee velete bl « 


Mr. Parſons' note on this 0 PI Did you BELIEVE? 
Conld''you paiſſibly be fo ignorant? Even fo, moſt re- 
doabted Ariftarchus. But I humbly conceive Mr. Maſon, who 
ſeduced my unſulpetiing youth, is equally culpable with myſelf. 
There is alſo one William Shakeſpeare, who, Lam ready to take 
my oath, is a notorious: offender in this way; having led not 
only. me, but and — ridiculous 
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ADVERTISEMENT. * 


errors; making us laugh, cry, do what he pleaſes, for perſons 
whom we ought to have known to be mere now-entities. | 
But Mr. Parſons has happily obtained an obdurate and im- 
paſſible head: let him, therefore, © give Gqd thanks, and make 
no boaſt of it.” He is a wiſe and a wary reader, and follows the 
advice of the moſt judicious Bottom, who, like himſelf, had too 
much ſagacity to be impoſed upon by a ſeigned charafter. © No,” 
quoth he, let him thruſt his face through the lion's neck, and 
fay, If you think I come hither as a lion, it were pity of my life 
no, I am no ſuch thing: I am a man, as other men are 
that he is Su us the joiner.” 
But enough of the accuracy and good taſte of Mr. Parſons. 
What has been ſaid is more than ſufficient to ſhew, that, not- 
withſtanding my former omiffion, (for which I take ſhame to 
myſelf) he is, and was, and always will be, a worthy member 
of the Cruſcan Fraternity. Make room therefore, gentlemen, 
and receive him as you ought. 
Atque viro Ba vii chorus affurrexerit omnis. 
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—————— 
their time in in ſcribbling high-flown panegyries on tes; 8 , 
and complimentary * canzonettas” on 690 on thee: e, 


who underſtood too little of the language mn = 
written to be diſguſted with them, In this there: wha not'mangh 
harm; nor, indeed, much good: but, as folly is 


NOTES . _ 
» Anja hs I find the names of Mrs. Piozzi, Mr. Greathead, Mir. Merry, r. _—_— > 
t Mrs. Piozzi has fince publiſhed 2 wark on what the is pleaſed ro call Barrmem — (| 8 


SYNONIMES ; the deter, I ſuppoſe, to. enable theſe gentlemen to comporkand her 1 - 
multifarious crudition. 2 | | - 22 — 1 
| Though . no one better knows his own houſe” than 1 the vany of this woman; A = 
thunderftruck when 1 firſt faw it announced. To . BALD » 


gree' of ſucceſs, required a rare contination of talents, among the 'Teaft'of which —= -Y 
may be numbered, neatnefs of fiyle, ' acutenchs ef 'perception, "aid" mage thin - — 
common accuracy of diſerimination; and Mrs. P— brought is tht uit; *= flag = Ws” 
long fince become proverbial for its vulgarity, an utter incagabillty of dililiing » high TR. 
term in the language, and juſt as much Latin from a childs Syntax, as ſufliced to cx- 2 __ 
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0 3 
_- they on wrought themſelves into an opinion that they really 
dea the fine things which were mutually ſaid and ſung of 
_ each other. | | 

Thus perſuaded, they were unwilling their inimitable produc- 
tions ſhould be confined to the little circle that produced them; 
they therefore tranſmitted them hither ; and, as their friends 
weie enjoincd not to ſhew them, they were firſt handed about 
"the town with great affiduity, and then ſent to the preſs. 
deine the period we ſpeak of, a knot of fan- 

+ chile coxcombe had ſet up a daily paper called the WorLD®. 3 
It was perfely unintelligible, and therefore much read: it was 
oo” equally laviſh of praiſe and abuſe, (praiſe of what appeared in 
1 ts own columns, and abuſe of every thing that appeared elſe- 
= where,) and as its. conduftors were at once ignorant and con- 


NOTES. 
paſe the ignorance the fo anxiouſly labours to conceal. If ſuch a one be fit to 
wiite on SYNONINEs, ſpeak.” Pignotti himſelf laughs in his fleeve; and his 
. prize the lady's talents at their true worth, | 
- E tales* eurto centufle icentur. 5 


BE 0 * Jn this pager nee en the. e eee of bid unqualified; and auda- 

| ging attacks on. alf privive charafier ; which the town firſt foiled at for their quaint- 
neſs, then tolerated for their abfurdiy ; and now—that other papers equally wicked, 
„„ it, — will have to lament to the laſt 
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(vi) 
ceited, they took upon them to dire the taſte of the town, by 


prefixing a ſhort panegyric to every trifle which came before 
them. 

It is ſcarcely neceſſary to obſerve that Yendas* and Laura 
Marias, and Tony Paſquins, have long claimed a prefcriptive 
right to inſeſt moſt periodical publications: but as the Editors 
of them never pretended to criticiſe their harmleſs produttions, 
they were merely read, laughed at, and forgotten. A paper, 
therefore, that introduced their traſh with hyperbolical enco- 
miums, and called on the town to admire it, was an acquifition 
of the utmoſt importance to theſe poor people, and naturally be- 
came the grand depoſitory of their lucubrations. 

At this auſpicious period the firſt cargo of poetry arrived 
from Florence, and was given to the public through the me- 
dium of this favoured paper. There was a ſpecious brilliancy 
in theſe exotics, which dazzled the native grubs, who had ſcarce 
ever ventured beyond a ſheep, and a crook, and a roſe-tree 
grove, with an oſtentatious diſplay of © blue hills,” and © craſh- 
ing torrents,” and petrifying ſuns!” From admiration to imi- 

| NOTES. 

* I find I have been guilty of a miſnomer in the Baviad, (v. 187.) Mr. Adney 
having politely informed me that his chriſtian name is not Timothy, but Thomas. 
The Anagram in queſtion, therefore, muſt be MoT YENDA ; omitting the M cup 


nie gratia. I am very happy in an opportunity of doing juſtice to ſo honeſt a gentle- 
man, and I pray him to continue his valuable labours. | 


B 2 tation. 


( viii ) 


tuation is but a ſtep. Honeſt Venda tried his hand at a deſcriptive 
ode, and ſucceeded beyond his hopes; Anna Matilda followed; 
in a word, 
| ——— contagio labem 
| Hance deditin plures, ficut grex totes in agris 
Unius ſcabĩe cadit, et porrigine porct. 
While the epidemic malady was ſpreading from fool to fool, 
Della Cruſca came over, and immediately announced himſelf 
by a ſonnet to Love. Anna Matilda wrote an incomparable 
piece of nonſenſe in praiſe of it; and the two © great luminaries 
of the age,” as Mr. Bell calls them, fell defperately in love* 
with each other. From that period not a day paſſed without 


NOTES. 

The termination of this ** everlaſting” attachment was curious. When the 
4 genuine enthuſiaſm of the correſpondence” (Preface to the Album) had continued 
for ſome time, Della Cruſca became impatient for a fight of his beloved, and Anna, 
in evil hour, conſented to become viſible, What was the conſequence ! 

| Tacta places audita places, þ non videare 

Tota places, neutro þ videare places. 

Mr. Bell, however, tells the ſtory another way; and he is probably right. Ac- 
cording to him, Chance alone procured them an interview.” Whatever procured 
it, all the lovers of true poetry, with Mrs. Piozzi at their head, expected won- 
ders from it. The flame that burnt with ſuch ardour, while the lady was yet unſeen, 
they hoped would blaze with unexampled brightneſs at the fight of the bewitching 
object. Such were their hopes. But what, as Dr. Johnſon gravely aſks, are the 
hopes of man] or indeed of woman !—for this fatal meeting put an end to the whole. 
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| «@ ———— When midit echerial fire 
| Thou u; thy Daria Cnuscax bye, 1 
| | Round to catch the hroveny fong, . 
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| Myriads of wondering ſexaphs throng !” | "fe 1 
1 almoſt ſhudder while I quote: "but ſoit ever r is, =P " 
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Fools ruſh in where angels fear to wead. att ee 


* 


c 


And Merry (ice the Baviad) had given an cxample of impious temeri 
wreiched woman was but too cager to imitate. | | 
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| 4.83 
lep forth, to cori the growing depravity of the public taſte, 


andcheck the inundation of abfurdity that was burfting upap 


us from a thouſand Tprings. As no one appeared, and as the 
evil. grew every day mene alarming (for now bed-ridden old 


women, and girk at their ſamplers, began to rave) I determined, 


without much confidenee of foccefs, to try hat could be ef- 
o 
AD. Jab $51 4M R143 4 » 6467 5994 7:4 

| Ls taut of whe J ppl myſelf to, by the pub- 
heation. .of this poem. I abuſe could have affefied me, I 
ſhould not probably: have made. a fet of people my enemies, 


habiruated to f language, 1 
velicles for its diſſemination. But I never regarded it 


ſuch hands; and, indaed, deprecated nothing but their => 
I reſpeR, in common with every man of ſenſe, the cenſure of 


+» NOTES. 

© © f clihot depubt tio ofits that T quareed not fo much with the noufente of the 
day, as with the bare-faced obtruſion of it on the town. Poor innocents, miſtaking 
idlencſs for love, and an itch of ſeribbling for inſpiration, have abounded in all 
ages; and foul befall the man who attempts to repreſs their harmleſs ſtruggles for 
eaſe—for ſuch I confider their poetical cxertions to be. But when the Editors of our 
| periodical ſheets gravely affure us that our Popes, and our Miltons, are daily outdone 
by them, they become objects of ſerious criticiſm ; and it is the duty of every one to 
point out the abſurdity of their compoſitions, as a previous ſtep to the expoſure of the 
ener aud impudence of the E, the T—s, and the B—s, who ſo ſtrenuouſly 
recommend them to general notice, and imitation. 


9 od : | 


Eu) . 

the wiſe and good: but the angry cbullitions of folly un- 
maſked, and vanity mortified, paſs by me, like the ie 
wind;” or, if noticed, ſerve merely to grace ſome ſucceeding 
edition of the Baviad. 

1 cones. hinnince. thee he wards ot 
vourably than I expected. Bell, indeed, and a few others, 
whoſe craft I had touched, vented their indignation in proſe, 
and verſe: but, on the whole, the clamour againſt me was not 
Darm; _ CO 
ſuch as I was truly ambitious to pleaſe. 

Thus ſupported, the good effefts of the ſatire (gloriost lo- 
quor) were not long in manifeſting themſelves. Della Cruſca 
appeared no more in the Oracle, and, if any of his followers 
ventured to treat the town with a ſoſt ſonnet, it was not, as 
before, introduced by a pompous preface. Pope and Milton 
reſumed their ſuperiority; and Eſte and his coadjutors, filently 


ſhewed ſome ſenſe of ſhame. 

Wuh this I was ſatisfied. 1 had taken up my pen for no 
other end: and was quietly retiring, with the idea that I had 
done the ſtate ſome ſervice;” and purpoling to abandon for 
ever the cæſtus, which a relpectable critic fancies 1 wielded 


* with too much ſeverity ;” when I was once mote called into 
| the 


acquieſced in the growing opinion of their incompetency, and 


—_—. \ Jews not enough that the ſtream of folly flowed more ſpar- 
= ingly in the Oracle than before; 1 was determined 
I +: To bee dhe current in that place damm d up; 


= | Andi accordingly began the preſent poem—for which, indeed, 
A» Lhad by this time other reaſons. I had been told that there were 
* mm a few admirers of the Cruſcan ſchool, who thought the 
e I ſhewed for it not ſufficiently juſtified by the few 


= alles I had produced. To filence theſe objeftions, therefore, 


= Ithought it beſt to exhibit the tribe of Bell once more; and, 
= es they paſſed in review: before me, to make ſuch additional 
BE: _extraflr} from thei works, —— 
_ the power of future queſtion. 


—_— 33 15 NOTES. 
—_ | -  * I hope noone will do me the injuſtice to ſuppoſe that 1 imagine myſclf another 


Hercules, contending with Hydras, Ke. Far from it. My enemies cannot well 
3 have a humbler opinion of me, than I have of myſelf; and yet © if I am not aſhamed 
= _ of them, I am a fouſed gumet.” Mere pecora inertia! The conteſt is without 
_— | Ginger, and the vifry without glory. Atthe fame time I declare againſt any undue 
=_. advantage being taken of Though I knew the impotence of theſe 
1 3 n . did not : and many a man, who now affeRts to pity nit 
= for waiting wy foeagth vgon uneckifing imbecillity,” would, not long fince, have 


= 1 I know it will V+ faid that I have done it, 9 Canons I confeſs it 


__ -. - for the reaſon given above. e 


1 


( xm ) 
I remembered that this gentleman in his exellent remarks 
on the Baviad, had faid the author had © beſpattered nearly 
all the poetical eminence of the day.” Anxious, therefore, to 


do impartial juſtice, I ran for the At BU, to diſcover whom 
I had ſpared. Here I read, © In this collection are names whom 
Genius will ever look upon as its beſt ſupporters, Sheridan 
what is © Sau alſo among the Prophets?” —Sheridan, Merry, 
Cowley, Andrews, Jerningham, Colman, Topham, Robin- 
fon, &c.“ 

Thus furniſhed with © all” the. poetical eminence of the day, 
I proceeded, as Mr. Bell ſays, to beſpatter it; taking for the 
vehicle of my defign, a Satire of Horace—to which I was led, 
by its ſupplying me (amidſt many happy alluſions) with an 
opportunity, I was not unwilling to ſeize, of briefly noticing 
the preſent wretched ſtate of dramatic poetry®. 


| NOTES. 
not all, of the traſh I have quoted, paſſed with the authors for ſuperlative beauties ; 
every ſecond word being printed either in italics, or capitals. 

* I know not if the ſtage has been ſo low, fince the days of Gammar Gurton, as 
at this hour. It ſeems as if all the blockheads in the kingdom had ſtarted up, and 
exclaimed, una voce, Come! let us write for the theatres. In this there is nothing 
perhaps altogether new; the ſtriking, and peculiar novelty of the times ſeems to be, 
that ALL“ they write is received. Of the three parties concerned in this buſineſs, the 


® I recollect but two exceptions. Merry's idiotical Opera, and Mrs. Robinſon's more 
idiotical Farce. To have failed where O'Keefe ſucceeded, argues a degree of ſtupidity 
ſcarcely credible, Surely © Ignorance itſelf is a planet” over the heroes and heroines of 
the Baviad | | 


C writers 


( aiv ) 

When the Mazv1ad (fo I call the preſent poem) was nearly 
brought to a concluſion, I laid it afide. The times ſeemed 
unfavourable to ſuch productions. Events of real importance 
were momentarily claiming the attention of the public; and 
the ſtill voice of the muſes was not likely to be liſtened to 
amidft the din of arms. After an interval of two years, how- 
ever, circumſtances, which it is not material to mention, have 
induced me to finiſh, and truſt it, without more preface, to the 
candour, to which I am already ſo highly indebted. for the 
I ſhould here conclude this Introduction, already too long; 
were it not for the ſake of noticmg the ſtrange inconſiſtency 
of the town. I hear that I am now breaking butterflies upon 


NOTES. 
writers and the managers ſeem the leaſt culpable. If the town will have huſks, ex- 
traordinary pains need not be taken to find them any thing more palatable. But what 
ſhall we fay of the town itſelf! The lower orders of the people are ſo brutified and 
beſotted by the lamentable follies of O'Keefe, and Cobbe, and Pillon, and I know 
not who—Sardi venales, each worſe than the other—that they have loſt all reliſh for 
fimplicity and genuine humour : nay, ignorance itfelf, unlefs it be groſs and glaring, 
cannot hope for · their moſt ſweet voices.” And the higher ranks are ſo mawkiſhlv 
mild, that they take with a placid fimper whatever comes before them: or, if they 
now and then experience a flight fit of diſguſt, have not refolution enough to expreſs 


it, but fit yawning and gaping in each others faces for a little encouragement in their 
pitiful forbearance. 


wheels! 


( xv ) 
wheels! There was a time (it was when the Baviad firſt ap- 
peared) that theſe butterflies were Eagles, and their obſcure 
and deſultory flights, the object of univerſal envy and admi- 
ration. They are yet ſo with too many: and ſurely no one 
can wiſh another to continue under the infatuation from which 
himſelf is happily free, for want of a little additional exer- 


| tion ! 


THE 


W 


A 


D. 


— Nuxc in Ovilia, 
ox in reluctantes dracones. 


ES, I Dip fay that Cruſca's* © true ſublime” 
Lacked taſte, and ſenſe, and every thing but rhyme; 
That Arno's © eaſy ſtrains” were coarſe and rough, 
And Edwin's © matchleſs numbers” woeful ſtuff. 


IMITATIONS. 
Horace, Sat. 10. Lib. 1. 


V. 1. Nempe incompoſito dixi pede currere verſus 
Lucili. Quis tum Lucili fautor inepte eſt, | 
Ut non hoc fateatur? 


NOTES. 

* Cruſca's true ſublime.” The words between inverted commas in this, and the 
following verſes, are Mr. Bell's. They contain, as the reader fees, a ſhort charac- 
ter of the works to whieh they are reſpectively affixed. Though I have the misfor- 
tune to differ from this gentleman in the preſent inſtances, yet I obſerve ſuch acute- 
neſs 


(18) 
And who—forgive, O gentle Bell! the word, 5 
For it muſt out—who, prithee, ſo abſurd, 
So muliſhly abſurd, as not to join 
In this wich me; ſave always THEE, and THINE! 
Yet ſtill, the ſoul of candour! I allow'd 
Their jingling elegies amuſed the croud; 10 
That lords and dukes hung blubbering o'er each line, 
That lady-critics wept, and cried © divine!“ 
That love-lorn prieſts reclined the penſive head, 
And ſentimental enſigns, as they read, 


IMITATIONS. 
V. 10, &. At idem quod ſale multo 
Urbem defricuit, charta laudatur eadem. 


Nec tamen hoc tribuens dederim quoque cætera: nam ſic 
Et Laberi minos, ut pulchra poemata mirer, 


NOTES. ; 
neſs of perception in his general criticiſm, that I ſhould have tiled him the © pro- 
found” inſtead of the gentle” Bell; if I had not previouſly applied the epithet 
(fee the Baviad) to a ftill greater man, (abfit invidia dicta) to—Mr. T. Vaughan. 

I truſt this incidental preference will create no jealouſy—for though, as Virgil 
properly remarks, ** An oaken ſtaff Za cn merits;” yet I need not inform a gentle- 
man, who, like Mr. Bell, reads Shakeſpeare every day after dinner, that ** if two 

men ride upon a horſe, one of them muſt ride behind. | 


Wiped 


* —  ———— — — 


Sz 
Wiped the ſad drops of pity from their eye, _ +41 30 
And burſt between a hiccup and a ſigh; |. | 7 
Yet, not content, like horſe-leeches they come, 
And ſplit my head with one eternal hum 
For © more! more! more!” Away! For ſhould I grant 
The full, the unreſerved applauſe, ye want, 20 
St. John® might then my partial voice accuſe, , 
And claim my ſuffrage for his tragic muſe ; 
And Greatheadf, riſing from his ſhort diſgrace, 
Fling the forgotten * in my 1 3 


| IMITATIONS. 8 
V. 17. The Dorfe lerch has two VS, * * * 
give!“ Ai ProveRss. 
NOTES. 


St. John, &. Having already obſerved in the Introduction that the Mzviad 
was nearly finiſhed two years fince, and conſequently before the death of this gentle- 
man; I have only to add here, that though I ſhould not have introduced into it any 
of the herues of the Baviad, quorum Flaminia tegitur cinis, atque Latina, yer Þ 
ſcarce think it neceſſary to make any changes for the ſake of omitting ſuch as have 
paſſed ad plures, in the interval between writing and publiſhing. 

The reader will find (v. 235) another inftance of my fmall pretenſions to pro- 
phecy ; and probably regret it more than the preſene. ee 

Greathead's Regent. Of this tragedy, which was recommended to the world in 
more than one reſpectable publication, as the work of a schOlAR,“ 


words to expreſs my opinion. The plot of it was ehildi, the conduct abſurd, 
| | the 


( ao ) 


Bid me my cenſure, as I may, deplore, | 25 
And like my brother critics wt 8 — 


NOTES. 

the thoughts falſe and confuſed, the metaphors incongruous, the general ſtyle 
groveling af Vaſe, the Eheim bad] 'the grammar worſe, and, to ſum up all in 
. gives Gol eee of Rugby ar ever diſgraced 
the ſtage. 2 

Te is 0 be wiſhed tht Reviewers fnfile of th influence their opinions wet 
farily have on the public taſte could diveſt themſelves of partialities, when 
they fit down to the execution at 


„ et 1 hope they eonfider as! their folcmn duty. 
We ſhould not then find them, as ini che inſtance before us, recommending a work 
to favour, deſerving univerſal reprobation and contempt. 
"This is perhaps requiring too-much ; as it ſuppoſes them not poſſeſſed of the feel- 
ings. of other martals. And yet—on conſidering the importance of the office they 
have aſſumed, and the good or evil they have the means of diſpenſing—I have on 
more than one occafion lamented that they were no more, but even men, 
and commanded 
Buy fuch poor paſſions as the maid that mil ks, 
And does the meaneſt chares.” 
It is but fair to obſerve, however, that Mrs. Piozzi has added her venerable ſuf- 
fngeto that of the Reviewers in favour of Mr. Greathead's abilities. 
O bard! to whom belongs 
Each pureſt fount of poeſy ! 
Who old Hyfſus-hallowed dews 
In his own Avon dares infuſe. 
O © favoured elime! O happy age! 
Ic̃bat boaſts to fave a finking ſtage” 
a A Greathead! !! 1 Gent. Mag. 


| 
- 
= 
k 


» 4 hy © - 


As Bell will fay, or, if ye aſk it, fwear; Ray 


IMITATIONS. 
V. 27. Ergo non fatis eſt riſu diducere riftu 
Auditoris ; & eſt quzdam tamen hic quoque virtus. 


NOTES. : N 
When I read theſe, e 
Newſpapers, and I know not what, without having ſeen any thing but the Regent ; 
I was naturally led to ſuſpect that Mr. G. had ſucceeded better in his ſmaller 
pieces, and thus juſtified in ſome degree the cry of his *©* learning, &c.” But no. 
All was a blank! 

Here follow a few ſamples of the © Ilyſſean dews infuſed by Mr. Greathead into 
tis , 1 fapgatt, dE ty GE LETITS WIE 
one Shakeſpeare. 

« In fuller preſence we deſcry 
Than eye of man ſhall c'er behold 
In living grace of ſculptur'd gold.” 

I would give ſomething to know this learned Theban's“ idea of ſculpturing- 
In the Regent, he talks of a © Sculptor's kneading docile clay ll !” | 

More matter for a May morning. 

Opz on Ar Arn. 

'* Accure'd be dull lethargic Apathy, 
Whether at eve ſhe lifileſs ride 

With mimic air of ſenſclefs pride "4 

D "Se 


( 22 ) 


"Tis not enough (though this be ſomewhat too, 
And more perhaps than J-'- - can do) 30 


© —— 


e — — — —— 2 P_—_ 


| | NOTES. 
Wie too obſervant of her ſway 
Unmark'd her droning fubjects lie, 
55.268 Alike to her who murmur or obey. 
T hope the reader underfiands it. | 
— | Ops to Don. | 
INT % Never didft thou appear 
2 While Tiber's ſons gave law to all the world ; 
Yet much they loved to deſolate and ſlaughter, 
Carthage atteft my words / 
Tote their ſanguinary rage, 
"i | And favage broils, twirt nobles are no more. 

Vaniſh thou likewiſe.” —— 

And theſe are Opzs, good heavens! After the manner of Pindar, I take for 


- But enough of Mr. G. whom I hefitate not to pronounce, with all his © ſcholar- 


. * hip,” as ignorant 2- man as any in the three kingdoms. I have only to add, that I 


(what indeed I can of all the heroes of the Mzviad) that I have not the ſlighteſt 
knowledge of him. But the daws have firutted too long: it is more than time to 
grip them of their adventitious plumage ; and if, in doing it, I ſhall pluck off any 
feathers which originally belonged to them, they have only to thank their own va- 
nity, or the forwardneſs of their injudicious friends. 7; 

9 * 18 


am aftuated by no perfonal diſlike of Mr. G.; for I can ſay with the greateſt truth 


. 
* 
„ 
* * 
3 
— 
== 
— 
- 
4 


1 


(8) 
'Tis not enough to dole ont Abs! and Oh 5 
Through Kemble's thorax®, or through Benlley's noſe; - 
| To fill our ſtage with ſcaffolds, or to fright 

Our wives with rapes repeated thrice a night. 


Ju pes Not ſuch as ſelf-created, fit 
On that tremendous bench which ſkirts the pit, io 


Ycleped the CxrTics' Row; where Miles calplays 
His laurelled front, and gapes around for praiſe ; 15 4 


* 


1 


wy 


= * * : 4 * „ LAM EY 
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| | NOTES. | 2 
* Kemble's thorax * * *® hiatus valde deflendus ® * * But why bee Mr. 
1 Benſley? Why not? Is not Mr. Benſiey a public man, and his aufg an ob- 
| ject of public concern? But Mr. Benſley is a good man; and perſect in every duty 
of life. I am glad of it from my ſoul; and, if 1 were on the topic of printe vis- 
tues, would be the firſt to praiſe him. But this is from the purpoſe. While I only 
4 follow the fair ground of public criticiſm, I know of no ſtatute, political or moral, 
„ 38 which forbids my ſaying to Mr. Benſley, or any man whoſe noſe 1 difſike, 
Cy Ei +4 YEE 
Jam gravis es nobis, 2 MR 
Ocyus & propera—— 
+ The Critic's Row. When this —— wes wit 6 
Houſe was uſed for Plays) the ** learned juſticers” here enumerated, together with 
reer 
unlettered vulgar were always ſcornfully repelled with an OTAEIE. Ar. 
a . 1 


— 
. 
— 


do great things in concert but, like them too, they uſually end with nm cm 
another. 7 


D 2 


40 


12 * 
His heavy head fidm hour to hour eres, 
Jodcxs of truth and ſenſe, yet more demand; 
| That art to nature lend a helping hand; 
| - That fables well deviſed, be fimply told, 


ConreRt if new, and probable if old. 50 


= 


with graces which ſhe never knew, 


| 1 feel for every tear; while born along 
By the full tide of unreſiſted ſong, 


NOTES. 
| * Amo. The dreams of this gentleman, which continue to make their appear- 
ance in the Oracle, under the name of Theſpis, are not always of Nereids. He 
dreamed one night that Mr. Pope played Poſthumus with leſs ſpirit than uſual ; and 
_ it was Nr. Johnſon finging Grammachre! Another night, that the Mourning Bride 
| might have been better caſt, and lo! it it was the Comedy of Errors that was played !!! 
© This was rather unfortunate : but the reader muſt have already obſerved, from the 
| 2 


2 7 that, Texping or waking, they were attentive to every thing but what paſſed before 
Wn 34S 8 Gain ayes 


I ſtop 


- 12-4 


( 3 

I ſtop not to enquire if all be juſt, 
But take her goodneſs, as her grief, on truſt ; 
Till calm reflection checks me, and I fee 
The heroine as ſhe was, and ought to be, 
A bold, bad woman, wading to the throne 
Thro' ſeas of blood, and crimes till then unknown: 60 
Then, then I hate the magic that deceived, 
And bluſh to think how fondly I believed. 
Not fo, when Ath'ling“, made in fome ſtrange plot 
The hero of the day, that knew him not, 
Struts from the field his enemy had won, 65 
On ſtately ſtilts, exulting and undone ! 
Here I can only pity, only ſmile ; 
Where not one grace, one elegance of ſtyle, 
Redeems the audacious folly of the reſt, 
Truth facrificed, and hiſtory made a jeſt. 

Let this, ye Cruſcansf, if your heads be made 
Of penetrable ſtuff,” let this perſuade 

NOTES. 


* Atheling. See the Battle of Haſtings. A tragedy in which Mr. Cumberland has 
eontrived, with matchleſs dexterity, to introduce every abſurdity of every kind. 
t Ye Cruſcans! | 
O voi, che della Cxusc vi chiamate 
Come quei che farina non avendo 
Di QYyELLA a tutto paſto vi ſaziate !— 


70 


— 


Your 


( 26 ) 


Your huſky tribes their wanderings to reſtrain, 

Nor hope what taſte and Maſon failed to gain. 

Then let your ſtyle be brief, your meaning clear, 75 
Nor, like Lorenzo“, tire the labouring ear 

With a wild waſte of words; ſound without ſenſe, 

And all the florid glare of impotence. 
Still with your characters your language change, 80 
From grave to gay, as nature dictates, range; 

Now droop in all the plaintiveneſs of woe, 

Now in glad numbers light and airy flow, 

Now ſhake the ſtage with guilt's alarming tone, 17 2 
And make the aching boſom all your own : 


IMITATIONS. 
V. 75. Eſt brevitate opus, ut currat ſententia, neu ſe 


Impediat verbis laſſas onerantibus aures ; 
Et ſermone opus eſt modo triſti ſæpe jocoſo. 


NOTES. 

Lorenzo. A lamentable tragedy by Della Cruſca, mixed full of pleaſant 
mirth.” The houſe laughed a- good at it ; but Mr. Harris cried ſadly. Here is an- 

other inſtance, if it were wanted, of the bad effects of proftitute applauſe. Could 
this gentleman, if his mind had not been previouſly warped by the eternal puffs of 
Bell and his followers, have ſuppoſed, for a moment, that a knack of ſtringing toge- 
ther © hoar hills” and “ ripling rills,” and © red ſkies glare” and * thin, thin air,” 
qualified a man for writing tragedy ! 


Now 


(#9) 5 
Now—— But I ſing in vain; from firſbwilall, * 1 
Your joy is fuſtian;-and-yvur grief bent: 
— — i 
Guardſmen in expreſs their hopes, 
And maidens in white linen howt in tropes. 
| Reverent I greet the bards of other days. . 
Bleſt be your names! and laſting be your praiſe! * 
From nature's varied face ye wiſely drew, i 
And think refleQtion ſtill a foe to tafte, 8 4 


Forbid it inſpiration! Thus your pain 8 
Is void, and ye have lived ſor them in vain; 


|  IMITATIONS. 


V. 91. Illi ſcripta quibus comœdia priſca viris eſt : 
Hoc ſtabant, hoc ſunt imitandi— . : 


(8) 


In-vain for Cruſca, and his ſkipping ſchool, 
Code, Reynolds, Andrews, end that nobler fool, 
Who nought but Laie tinkling craſh admire, 

— —C——— — — 


| IMITATIONS. 
V. 10. —— ques neque pulcher 
 Hermogenes'unquan legit, nec fimius iſte, 
Nil præter Calvum doftus cantare Catullum. 


NOTES. 
* Laura's tinkling traſh, &c. T had amaſſed a world of this © tinkling trafh” for 
the behoof of the reader; but having, forturiately for him, miflaid it, and not 
being diſpoſed to undertake again the drudgery of wading through Mr. Bell's collec- 
tions, I can only offer him the litde that occurs to my memory. Of this little, the 
merits muſt be ſhared among Mrs. Robinſon, Mrs. Cowley, and Mr. Merry. 

Et vos, O Lauri, carpam, & te proxima, Myrte, 


* 
% 


O let me fly I 
Where greenland darkneſs drinks the beamy ſky ! 

But oh! beware how thou doſt fling 

Thy ber pulſe o'er the quivering firing! ! ! 

Pluck from their dark and recky bed 


The yelling demons af the deep, | 
Who ſoaring o'er the comet's head, 
: The boſom of the welkin fweep. 


— 


105 


( 29 ) 
But Cruſca ſtill has merit, and may claim 
No humble ſtation in the ranks of fame ; 


IMITATIONS. 
V. 107. At magnum fecit, quod verbis Greca Latinis 
Miſcuit. | 
NOTES. 

And when the jolly full moon laughs, 

In her clear zenith, to behold 

The envious ftars withdraw their gleams of gold, 2 

"Tis to thy health ſhe ſtooping quaffs 

The ſapphire cup that fairy zephyrs bring! !! 
On confidering theſe and the preceding lines, I was tempted to indulge a with that 
the blue-ftocking elub would ifſue an immediate order to Mr. Bell, to examine the 
cells of Bedlam. Certainly, if an accurate tranſcript were made from the dark- 
en'd walls” once or twice a quarter, an ALBUM might be preſented to the faſhion- 
able world, more poetical, and far more rational, than any they have lately ho- 
noured with their applauſe. | | 

Why does thy ſtream of fweeteft ſong 

Foam on the mountains murmuring fide, 

Or through the vocal covert glide ! 

I heard a tuneful phantom in the wind, 

I faw it watch the rifing moon afar 

Wet with the weeping of the twilight ftar.——— 

The pilgrim who with trarful eye ſhall view 

'The moon's wan luftre in the midnight dew, 

$00th'4 by her light. 


E | This 


( 30 ) 


He taught us firſt the language to refine, 
To croud with beauties every ſparkling line; 


110 


7 . „* 


NOTES. 

This is an admirable reaſon for his crying: but what! Un fot trouve toujours un 
plus ſot qui Tadmire. Mr. Bell is in raptures with it, and very properly recom- 
mends it to the admiration of Merry, as being the production of a congenial ſoul.” 
There is alſo another judicious critic, one Dr. Taſker (ſhould it not be Dr. Truſler?) 
who has given a decided opinion, it ſeems, in favour of this lady's abilities; which 
may conſole her for the ſneers of fifty ſuch envious ſcribblers as the author of the 
Baviad. 

And firſt you ſhall hear what Mrs. Robinſon fays of Dr. Taſker “ The 
harned and ingenious Dr. Taſker, in the third volume of his elegant and critical 
works, has PRONOUNCED ſome of Mrs. Robinſon's poems ſuperior to thoſe of 
Milton on the fame ſubject, particularly her addreſs to the nightingale! The praiſes 
( © Jugs oraure erty Rat petther Ge ner carry 
can obliterate” ! ! ! Oracle, Dec. 10. 

Next you ſhall hear what Dr. Taſker ſays of Mrs. Robinſon. 

In antient Greece by two fair forms were ſeen 
Wiſdom's ftern goddeſs, and Love's ſmiling queen, 
Pallas prefided over arms and arts, 

And Venus over gentle virgins' hearts, 

But now both powers in one fair form combine, 

This lady, equally celebrated in the polite and literary circles, has honoured Mr. 
—Lo! the Dr. is dwindled into plain Mr.—has henoured Mr. Taſker's poetical 
* with high and diſtinguiſhed marks of her approbation“! 

Exeter Paper, Jan. 16. 


Why 


18 


Old phraſes with new meanings to diſpenſe, 
Amuſe the fancy, and——Confound the ſenſe. Nis ' IA 


— A 


NOTES. 
Why this is the very ſong of Prodicus, »y xg Ty xe wutc for the reſt, 1 
truſt my readers will readily ſubſcribe to the praiſes theſe moſt ©* competent and diſ- 
intereſted judges” 2 


But allons, rt 
—— | 
Plucks from the treſſes of the moon | p 
A ſparkling crown of filv'ry hue, 
Beſprent with ſtuds of frozen dec _ 
Tt . 4 2414 
I /;ften to the paſſing wind  _ | 
That loves my mournful ſong to ſeize, 
And bears it to the mountain breeze. 
Here we find that liftening to the wind, and finging to it, re cn and the fame thing; 
and that—but I can make nothing of the reft. 
When in black obtruſive clouds 
I mark the twinkly ftarring train 
Exulting glitter in her wane, 
To gem the ſombre dome of night. | 
What an admirable obſerver of nature js this great pocteſs! The ftar twinkling in 2 
cloudy night, and gleaming its BORROWED luſtre is ſuperlative. I had almoſ forgot 
P — W ²˙ A 
E 2 ingale; 


* 


( 32 ) 
O, void of reaſon! Can you, dare you, praiſe 


A linſey-woolſey ſong, framed with ſuch eaſe, 
Such vacancy of thought, that every line 115 
Might tempt even VAUGHAN to whiſper, © THIS is mine!” 


— — - — — = — — _ — — — — 
IMITATIONS. 


Ul 


V. 113—116. —— O ſeri ſtudiorum! quine putetis 
Difficile et mirum, RzoD1o quod PirhOLZOxNTI 


Contigit. 


NOTES. 


ingale; aan in the τ judgement of Dr. Taſker, to one of a Mr. John 
Milton on the ſame ſubject. 
———— the lightening's rays 
Leap through the night's ſcarce pervious gloom, 
Attracted by— what, for a ducat? ] 
AttraQted by the roſes bloom! !! 


Let but thy lyre impatient ſcize 
Departing twilight's filmy breeze, 
In lingering labyrinths of ſong. — —_ 
See in the clouds its maſt the proud bark laves, 
Scorning the aid of oceans humble waves! 
Prom this it appeats that Mis. Cowley fancies proud barks float on their maſts. It 


r becauſe 
— — 3 ah 


from 


( 33 ) ? 
Vaucran! well remembered. He, —— ee 
That I affixed his name to 3 trains: 


ACA. ee CEE . K _ 


— ENIITS 


NOTES. 
from a young grove's ſhade '- 
Whoſe infant boughs but mock th' expecting glade ! |! 
Sweet ſounds ſtole forth, upborn upon the gale, 
Preſs'd thro” the air, and broke upon the vale ; 
Then filent walked the breezes of the plain, 
Or ſoared aloft, and ſeiz'd the hovering ſtrain _— 
Delta Cruſca. 
The force of folly can no farther go! 
* Edwin's ſtrains. If ee der will cue. 6 he angie of Ro Madh, bs 
will find a delicious Exiraciov on a tame mouſe, by this learned gentleman. As it 
ſeemed to give univerſal ſatisfaction, 1. % 
ing before him another effuſion of the fame exquiſite pen. 

It will be found, I flatter myſelf, not leſs beautiful than the former, and will ſerve 
admirably to prove that the author, though oftenſibly devoted to Elegy, can, on 2 
proper occaſion, aſſume an air of gaiety, * with eaſe, and inſtrue- 
tive with elegance. 

ESoutv T{goMay ihe. 

On the circumſtance of a Maſtiff's running furiouſly, fad dog! towards two 
young ladies, and upon coming up to them, becoming inſtantly gentle good dog! and 
tractable.” 2 | ; 
Tannen,, 

„When Orpheus took his hre to Ben 

To fetch his rib away, ' 11 
On that ſame thing he pleas d ſo well. 
That devils learn'd to play. 


( 34 ) 
Is moſt unfairly charged, I ween, on one. 


Pardon, my learned friend! With wat'ry eyes 
Thy growing fame to truth I ſacrifice; 

To many a ſonnet call thy claims in doubt, 
And at one entrance ſhut thy glory out.” 


Yet MEWL thou fill. Shall my lord's dormouſe die, 


And low in duſt without a requiem lie 

No, MEWL thou ſtill: and while thy — — s join, 
| Their melancholy ſymphonies to thine, 
My righteous verſe ſhall labour to reſtore 

The well-carned fame it robbed them of before. 


Edwin, whatever elegies of woe 


EET es Vatgn=-nd Os 


125 


130 


| NOTES. 
Befides in books it may be read, 
That whilft he fwept the /ute 
| Grim Cerb'rus hung his favage head, 
And lay aftoundly mute. 
That nature rivals art, 
He ſang a maſtiff's rage away, 


You lock d one thro' the heart.” Fecit EDWIx. 


To 


(3 
To this, or that, henceforth no more confined, 


Shall, like a ſurname, take in all the kind. 
Right! cry the brethren. When the heaven-born muſe 135 
Shames her deſcent, and for low, earthly views, 
Hums o'er a beetle's bier the doleful ſtave, 
Or fits chief mourner at a May-bug's grave, 
Satire ſhould ſcourge her from the vile employ, 
And bring her back to friendſhip, love, and joy. 140 
But ſpare Cefario®, Carlost, Adelaidef, 
The trueſt poeteſs! the trueſt maid! 


NOTES. 

* Cefario. In the Baviad (p. 42) there are a few ſtamas of a moſt delectable ode 
to an owl. They were aſcribed to Arno: nor was I conſcious of any miſtake, till 
I received a polite note from that gentleman, affuring me that he was not only not 
the author of them; but (horreſco referens) that he thought them ** execrable.” 
Mr. Bell, on the other hand, affirms them to be admirable.” 

Who ſhall decide when doctors diſagree ? 
Be this as it may, I am happy to ſay that I have diſcovered the true author. They 
were written by Cefario; and as I rather incline to Mr. Bell, pace Arn6 dixerim, I 
ſhall make no ſeruple of laying the remainder of this © mellifluous piece” before my 
| reader. 


„ Slighted love the ſou! ſubduing, 

Silent ſorrow chills the heart, 

Treach'raus fancy ftill purſuing, 
Still repels the poiſened dart. 


| NOTES, 

Soothing thoſe fond dreams of pleaſure 
Piftur'd in the glowing breaſt, 

Laviſh of her ſweeteſt treaſure 

- Anxious fear is charm'd to 1e. 

Fearleſs o'er the whiten'd billows, 
Proudly riſe, ſweet bird of night, 

Safely through the bending willows, 
Gently wing thy aery flight. 


Cesario. 

Though I flatter myſelf I have good ſenſe and taſte enough to ſee, and admire the 
peculiar beauties of this ode, yet a regard for truth obliges me to declare they are not 
original. They are taken (with improvements, I confeſs) from a moſt beautiful 
« ſong by a perſon of quality,” in Pope's Miſcellanies. This, though it detracts a 
little from Ceſario's inventive powers, till leaves him the praiſe (no mean one) of 
having gone beyond that great poet, in what he probably conſidered as the ne plus 
ultra of ingenuity. 

Venimus ad ſummum fortuna! Mr. Greathead equals Shakeſpeare, Mrs. Ro- 
binſon ſurpaſſes Milton, and Cefario outdoes Pope in that very performance, which 
he vainly imagined ſo complete as to take away all defire of imitating, all poſſibility of 
excelling it! Ws 

© O favoured clime! O happy age! 


1 Carlos. I have nothing of this gentleman (a moſt pertinacious ſeribbler in the 
Oracle) but the following © ſonnet: luckily, however, it is ſo ineſſably ſtupid, that 
it will more than ſatisfy any reader but Mr. Bell's. 


- 


On 


NOTES. "1 


On a Lady's Portrait. 

Ott hath the poet hailed the breath of morn, 44 

And oft, when purple ſummer feeds the lawn, 5 
Hath fancy touched him with her procreant wing. 2 
Full frequent has he bleſs'd the golden beam 
Which yellow autumn glowing ſpreads around, 

And tho' pale winter prefs'd a paly gleam, 
Freſh in his breaſt was young deſcription found—.. 

1 can copy no more—Job himſelf would loſe all patience here. Inftead, therefore, 
of the remainder of this incomprehenſible traſh, I will give the reader a firing of ju- 
dicious obſervations by Mr. T. Vaughan. ** Bruyere, (Oracle, Jan. 30) fays he, will 
equally fo: which reminds eur correſpendent alſo of what the Abbe. Trublet.eqrites, 
| ſpeaking of profeſſed critics, where he ſays, if they were obliged to ẽů⁸gm = 
impartially there would be fewer writers in.this weoy. Was this to be ht Wharal 
practice adopted by our modern critics we, ſhould not fee a Ba viap (* Quns!?”* cried 
Friar John, who is this Ba viapD!”) falling upon men and things, that are much . 

above his capacity, and ſeemingly for no other reaſon than becauſe they are fo.” ' 
A Daniel come to judgement, yea, a Daniell This is in truth. the reaſon; and 
when Mr. Vaughan and his coadjutors will condeſcend to humble themfebves wo my | 

underftanding, I will endeavour to profit by his eloquent ſtriftures. . Fo 


t Adelaide. And who is Adelaide O feri fudionum! - « Not to know hares- 
gues yourſelves unknown.” Hear Mr. Bell, the Longinus.of Newſpager u.. 
F | ADELAIDE. 


6 * 
| Lorenzo®, Reubenft, ſpare : far be the thought 

= 8 NOTES. 

— ERR ++ Hz who is here ˙ firſt Jyric writer in the kingdom, muſt himſelf 
_—— 5 endeavour to repay a debt fo highly honourable, if it can be done by verſe! This lady 
7 , === : | hall have the praiſe, which ought to be given by TRI (counTayY !!! that of firſt 

—_. diſcovering, and drawing out the n powers of Arno and Della Cruſea!” 

=. . * O thou whom late I watch'd while o'er thee hung 

__—— r The ord, whoſe glories I fo oft have ſung, 

= Beheld thee whils a Bower of beam — 

— — — Made night a lovelier morning ſeem,” &c. 
1 | 'We might here diſmiſs this — age,” who, from her ippant 


noviſeiiſe, appears to” be 'Mre. Pioezt ; were it not for the fake of remarking, that 
whatever de the merit of © drawing out the fine powers of Amo” (which, it ſeems, this 
unjyatcful country has tice yet rewarded with u ftatue) ſhe muſt be content to ſhare it 
with Julia. Hear hier Invocation—but firſt hear Mr. Bell. © A moſt elegant com- 
| plimient, which for generous be- been ſeldom equalled, any more than the 
r 
3 Julia to Ano. 
6” & | Sehe the evening's minſtrel note, 
| | ; Say, does it deck the rifing day!!! 
lis. Rodin (hn wo may co well Qap the name of Julia) bas bees guily of a 
_ | wifling larceny here ; having taken from the Baviad (p. 29) without any acknow- 
_ .,  _ © Indigenient, a'delicious coupler which 1 
_ +: 3 1 


( 39 ) | 
; Of intereſt, far from them. Unbribed, unbought, 


- NOTES. 
— write whatc'er I will, - 
Some riſing genius sls up to it Rill. | | 
This has nettled me a little, and poſſibly injured the great poeteſs in my opt; for 
I have been robbed ſo often of late, that I begin to think with the old ceconomift, 
. Our. a A. of E cru ur oder. 
For the reſt, this Invocation” called forth = ſpecimen of Arno's fine powers 
in the following dulcet lays. 
, Arno to Julia. 
| Sure ſome dire ſtar inimical to man | 
Guides to his heart the deſolating fire, 
And rouzes him to murderous defire. : 
There are who fagely ſcan the tortured world, | 
And tell us war is but neceſſity, 
FF - That millions, by the great diſpenſer hurr d, 
Muſt ſuffer by this ſcourge, and ceaſe to be. 
| Zuge Pocta ! 


* Lorenzo. Kai Twg ee Ebevels Qayous av pupae 71 

| E:; EO. HEN, y eve aha — 
Says a hungry wight in an old comedy. But I know of no ſeaſoning, whatever, ca- 
pable of making the inſipid garbage of this modern Sthenelus palatable, cen to the 
voracious appetite of the blue - ſtocking club : ] fall thanckee fare „„ „„ 
guſt of producing it. 3 : 

+ Reuben, whom I take to be Mr. Greathead in diſguiſe, (it being this gentleman's 
fate, like Hercules of old, to aſſume che merit of all unappropriated prodigics) 
F 2 


Reuben introduced himſctf to the Wos by the following ©* Addreſs to Anna 
To thee a firanger dares addreſs his theme, 
EL To thee, proud miſtreſs of Apollo's lyre, 
One ray emitted from thy golden gleam, 
Prompted by love would ſet the world on fire ! 
Camelion like, anon of various hue, 
3 By Penſerofo, and Allegro dreft, 
Such genius chim'd when the Idalia drew. — 
Anna Matilda, what could ſhe lefs! found 
Breathe life upon her dying lays, 
Like © the daily which ſpreads her bloom to the moiſt evening” ! ! ! and accord- 
ingly produced a matchleſs *© adornment of love,” to the great contentment of 


* 


But bard polite, quoth the, how hard the taſk 
„ 

Who could have thought theſe lines, the fimple tribute of gratitude to genius, 
| would have nearly occaſioned - a. perdition of fouls ! Yet fo it was. They unfor- 
tunately rouzed the jealouſy of Della Cruſca ( on the ſportive banks of the Rhone.” 
One luckleſs evening | > 

«© When twilight on the weſtern edge 


/ 


As 


ben i? A gs CY . Y — - - 
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1 
A proud, poetic fervour, only known 


K 


NOTES. 


As he was *©* weeping,” (for, like Maſter Stephen, theſe good creatures think it ne- 
ceſſary to be always melancholy) at the tomb of Laura, he ſtarted, as well he might, 


at the accurſed name of Reuben. _ 
Hark ! quoth he, 3 
What cruel ſounds are theſe - 
Which float upon the languid breeze, _ 


Which fill my ſoul with jealous fear! 
Hah! REV BEN is the name I hear. 
For him my faithleſs Anna, &c. 


It is with no ſmall regret I add, that the cold-blooded Bell has deſtroyed this beau- 
tiful fancy ſcene with one ſtroke of his clowniſh pen. In a note on the above lines 
(Album, p. 134) he officiouſly informs us that Della Cruſca knew nothing of his 
rival, till he READ” deteſted word! his ſonnet in the Oracle.” O Bell! Bell! 
Is it thus thou humbleſt the ſtrains of the ſublime! Surely we may ſay of thee what 
was not ill ſaid of one of thy fiſters, 


Sed tu inſulſa male et moleſta vives, 

Per quam non licet effe negligentem. 
They pour, &c. 
I love fo well | 
Thy ſoul's deep tone, thy thought's high ſwell, 
Thy proud poetic fervour known, 
But in thy breaſt's prolific zone. 


( 42 ) 
To ſouls like theirs'; as Anna's youth inſpires, 
As Laura's graces kindle fierce defires, 
As Henriett——For heaven's ſake ! not ſo faſt. 
I too, my maſters, ere my teeth were caſt, 
Had learned, by rote, to rave of Delia's charms, 
To die of tranſports found in Chloe's arms, 
Coy Daphne with obſtreperous plaints to woo, 
And curſe the cruelty of ——God knows who, 
When Phoebus, (not the Power that bade thee write, 
For he, dear Dapper ! was a lying ſprite) 
One morn, when dreams are true, approached my fide, 
And, frowning on my tuneful lumber, cried, 
Lo! every corner with ſoft ſonnets crammed, 
And high-born odes, © works damned, or to be damned,” 
And is thy active folly adding more 
To this moſt worthleſs, moſt ſuperfluous ſtore ? 
O impotence of toil ! thou mighteſt as 3 
Give ſenſe to Eſte, or modeſty to Bell. | 


150 


155 


160 


IMITATIONS. 


V. 180. Atqui Ego cum græcos facerem, natus mare citra, 


Verſiculos, vetuit tali me voce Quirinus 
Poſt mediam viſus noctem, cum ſomnia vera. 


Forbear, 


( 48) 

I Forbear, forbear : what, tho' thou canſt not claim 

| The ſacred honours of a'POET's name, 

Due to the few alone, whom I inſpire 

| With lofty rapture, with etherial fire ! 

Yet mayſt thou arrogate the humble praiſe 

Of reaſon s bard, if, in thy futwre-laya, 

Plain ſenſe, and truth, (and ſurely theſe are thine) | 

Here ceaſed the God, and vaniſhed. Forth I ſprang 

While in my ear the voice divine yet rang; 

Seized every rag and ſcrap, approached the fire, 

And ſaw whole AuBuns in the blaze expire. 

Then ſhame enſued, and vain regret to have ſpent 

In thriftleſs induſtry : and year on. year 

| Repreſt my voice——unheard, "all Anna came, 

What! throbb'ſt thou YET, my boſom, at the name? 
And chaſed the oppreſſive doubts that round me clung, 
And fired my breaſt, and looſened all my tongue. 

| Even then (admire, John Bell! my fimple ways) 
No heaven, and hell, danced madly thro' my lays, 


—_ 


„ 


- 


* 
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And ſhock the reaſon, and revolt the heart; 
My hopes, and fears, in nature language dreſt, 
_ - Awakened love in many « genile-breaft.—o— 
| How of, O Dr what time the fairhful pair 
| | Walked forth, the fragrant hour of eve to ſhare, 
2 rr. 
n. Tn0v hill esdy gurgled down the vale, 
Filled up the pauſe of love's delightful tale! 
| While, ever as ſhe read, the conſeious maid, 1 
ukexmg vouce, and dovicett looks betray” 
| And with her finger—point the tendereſt line. 
That made what then was venial, now a crime, | x 
. To more befitting cares my thoughts confined, 
| And drove with youth, its follies from my mind. 


IMITATIONS . 


v. 195. In fylvam non ligna feras inſanius, ac fi 
Magnus Grecorum malis implere catervas—— 


( 45 ) 
Since then, while Merry, and his nurſelings die, 
Thrilled® by the liquid peril of an eye; 
Gaſp at a recollection, and drop down 
At the long ſtreamy lightning of a frown; 
I ſooth, as humour prompts, my idle vein 
In frolic verſe, that cannot hope to gain 
Admiſhon to the Album, nor be ſeen 
In L——'s Review, or Urban's Magazine. 
O, for thy ſpirit, Pope! Yet why? My lays, 
That wake no envy, and invite no praiſe, 
Half-creeping, and half-flying, yet ſuffice 
To ſtagger impudence, and ruffle vice. 


— ug 
— — 


— 
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IMITATIONS, 


V. 207. Turgidus Alpinus jugulat dum Memnona, dumque 


Diffingit Rheni luteum caput, hæc ego ludo, 


Quz nec in æde ſonent certantia judice Tarpi,— 


NOTES. 


* Thrilled, &c. 
Bid the ftreamy lightnings fly, 
In liquid peril from thy eye. 
Ne'er ſhalt thou know to figh, 
Or on a ſoft idea die, 
Ne'er on a recollection gaſp, 
Thy arms Ohe! jam fatis eſt. 

G 


Dell. Cruſ. 


( 4 ) 


An hour may come, ſo I delight to dream, 

When ſlowly wandering by thy ſacred ſtream, 220 
Majeſtic Thames! I leave the world behind, 

Aud give to fancy all th enraptured mind. 

An hour may come, when I ſhall ſtrike the lyre 

To nobler themes : then, then, the chords inſpire 

With thy own harmony, moſt ſweet, moſt ſtrong, 225 
And guide my hand thro' all the maze of ſong! 

Till then, enough for me, in ſuch rude ſtrains 

As mother Wit can give, and thoſe ſmall pains 

A vacant hour allows; to range the town, 

And hunt the clamorous brood of Folly down; 230 
Force every head, in Bell's deſpite, to wear 

The cap and bells, by nature planted there, 

Muſſſe the rattle, ſeize the flavering ſholes, 

And drive them, ſcourged and whimpering, to their holes. 


Burgoyne®, perhaps, unchilled by creeping age, 235 
May yet ariſe, and vindicate the ſtage ; 


—0 


IMITATIONS. 
V. 235- Arguta; meretrice potes, Davoque Chremeta 
Eludente ſenem, comis garrire libellos 
Unus vivorum, Fundani. 


NOTES. 
* Buzgoyne. See the note on v. 21. 


The 


(.&-1 


The reign of nature and of ſenſe reſtore, 
And be whatever Terence was before. 
And you, too, whole Menander! who combine 
With his pure language and his flowing line, 
The soul of Comedy; may ſteal an hour 
Fram the fond chace of ſtill-eſcaping power, 
The poet and the ſage again unite, 

And ſweetly blend inſtruction with delight. 

And yet Elfrida's bard, tho time has ſhed 
The ſnow of age too deep around his head ; 
Feels the kind warmth, the fervor, that inſpired 
His youthful breaſt, ſtill glow unchecked, untired: 
And yet, tho like the bird of eve, his ſong 
Fit audience finds” not in the giddy throng; 
The notes, tho' artful wild, tho numerous chaſte, 
Fill with delight the ſober ear of taſte. 

But theſe, and more I could with honour name, 
Too proud to ſtoop, like me, to vulgar game, 
Subjects more worthy of their daring chuſe, 
And leave at large the abortions of the muſe. 


IMITATIONS. 


V. 245 ——— duttu molle atque facetum 
Virgilio annuerunt gaudentes rure Camenæ. 
G 2 


250 


(48 ) 
Proud of their privilege, th' innumerous ſpawn, 
From bogs and fens, the mire of Pindus, drawn, 
New vigour feel, new confidence aſſume, 1 
And ſwarm like Pharaoh's frogs in every room. 260 
Sick of th eternal croak which, ever near, 
Beat like the death-watch on my tortured ear; 
And fure, too ſure, that many a genuine child 
Of truth and nature, checked his wood-notes wild“, 
Dear to the feeling heart——in doubt to win 265 
The vacant wanderer, midſt th' unceaſing din 
Of this hoarſe rout; I ſeized at length the wand; 
Reſolved, tho ſmall my ſkill, tho' weak my hand, 
The miſchief in its progreſs to arreſt, 
And exorciſe the foil of ſuch a peſt. 270 


ny 


— 


NOTES. 
* Checked his wood-notes wild. Tr xoAcuav acov Te M. But this 
is better illuſtrated in a moſt elegant fable of Lefling's, to which I deſpair of doing 
juſtice in a tranſlation. | 

Du ziimeſt, Liebling der Muſen, &c. &c. 

Thou art troubled, darling of the Muſes, thou art troubled at the clamorous 
ſwarms of inſets which infeſt Parnaſſus. O hear from me what once the night- 
Ole heard from the ſhepherd. 

Sing then, faid he to the filene fongſtreſs, one lovely evening in the ſpring, fing 
then, ſweet nightingale! Alas! ſaid the nightingale, the frogs croak fo loud, that I 
have loſt all defire to fing: doſt thou not hear them? I do, indeed, replied the 
ſhepherd—but thy filence alone is the cauſe of it. 

There's comfort yet! 


Hence! 


( 49 }) 


Hence! in the name -I ſcarce had ſpoke, n 
Reams of outrageous ſonnets®, thick as ſnow, 
Flew round my head; yet, in my cauſe ſecure, 
Pour on,” I cried, © pour on, I will endure; 


NOTES. 

* Reams of outrageous ſonnets. Of theſe I have collected a very reaſonable quan- 
tity, which I purpoſe to prefix to ſome future edition of the Mazviad, (for I do not 
intend this to be the only one) under the true claſſie head of 

INSIGNIUM VIRORUM 
ALIQUOT TESTIMONIA 
a 
BAV. ET MEV. INCLYTISS. Aucrokxis 
MEMINERUNT. 


18? %é . 
of the collection. 


SONNET I. 
© To the anonymous author of the Baviad, occaſioned by his ſeurrilous, and moſt 
unmerited attack on Mr. Weſton. 
DEMON OF DARKNESS! * 


That dar'ſt aſſume the brighter angel's form, 
And o'er. the peaceful vale impel the ftorm, | 
With many a figh to rend the honeft heart, 

Force from th unconſcious eye the tear to ſtart, 
And with juſt pride th' indignant boſom warm; 

Avaunt! to where unnumber'd ſpirits ſwarm, 
Foul and malignant as thyſelf, depart. 

Genius of Pope deſcend, ye ſervile crew - 

Of imitators vile, intrude not!!! I appeal, 


( zo ) 
Yea, ſtand your brave; tho' Laura, verſed in wiles, 


275 


* — "I —__. * ** r 


Purchaſe whole Sa TixESs on me with her ſmiles, 


| NOTES. 
To thee, and thee alone from outrage baſe, 
Tell me tho' fair the forms his fancy drew, 
Should' thou the ſecrets of his heart reveal, 
Would fame his memory crown, or cover with difgrace.” 
| J. M. 
Gent. Mag. Aug. 1792. 
This poor driveller, who is ſtupid enough to be Weſton's admirer, and malig- 
nant enough to be his friend, I take to be one Morley ; whom I now and then obſerve in 
the Gent. Mag. uſhering his great prototype's doggrel into notice, with an import- 
ance truly worthy of it. 


- 


SONNET Il. 
To the execrable Baviad. 
 MonsSTER OF TURPITUDE! who ſeem'ſt inclined 
Through me to pierce with thy impregnate dart, 
The fine-ſpun NERVE of each full-boſom'd® mind, 
And rock in apathy—the SENSIVE heart, 
TaxzMBLE! for lo! uy Oxacile——/o famed 
Shall RING each morn in thy accurseD ear 
A griding yang! ohen the Gztcian Mt 
Enter'd the bun, old Pyramus exclaim's 


® Quere full-bottom'd ? Printer's Devil. 

+ Grecian Maxz. This has been hitherto, inaccurately enough, named the Trojan 
HORSE; and, indeed, I myſelf had nearly fallen into the unſcholarlike error, when my 
learned friend Greathead convinced me (from Pope's emendations of Virgil, under the fan- 
taſtic name of Scriblerus) that the animal in queſtion was a MAaR&———She being there ſaid 

to 


( 58 ) 
Tho' Anna, old and poor, extend her brief, 
And “ for the Lord's fake” earn a ſmall relief, 
An ErIGRAM or twain; tho' Mira rouze 
Th' Arcadian droves that on her bounty brouze, 280 
And while they bray applauſe, with furious zeal, 
To axws! To arMs! in childiſh treble ſqueal. 


NOTES. 
I ſee! I fee! and hurl'd his LIGHTNING ſpear, 
While Capaneus drew back His head for fear, 


| | And gadlike* Alexander ——gazirg round, 
> Unconſcious of his vitories—TO COME, 
Approach'd the monarch, and with /h profound 
Explain'd th' impending wrath o'er Ilium's royal dome. 
J. Bell. 


'x to be fœta armis, armed with a foetus. Let us hear no more, therefore, of the Trojan 
HORSE. 

The patronymick TroJaAv is ſtill more abſurd. Homer expreſsly declares the Mare to 
have been produced by Pallas—Palladis arte: now Pallas was a GzEctan Goddeſs, as is ſuf- 
ficiently manifeſt from her name, which is derived from Ha, vibro. 

J. Bell. 

* Godlike; that is, Yo, from 8, God, and ud, like. (Vide Hom.) Tranſlators 
in general (I except a late one) are too inattentive to the compound epithets of this great 
poet. By why does Homer call Alexander Godlike, when he appears from Curtius Quin- 
tiuſes tedious gazette, in verſe, to have had one ſhoulder higher than the other? My friend 
* thinks it was purely to pay his court to him, in hopes of getting into his Will, or 
rather into his MISTRESSES, It may be fo; but tis ſtrange the abſurdity was never noticed 


before. | 2 


J. Bell. 


What 1 


( @ ) 
What ! ſhall I ſhrink, becauſe the noble train 
Whoſe judgement I impugn, whoſe taſte arraign, 
Alive, and trembling for their favourites“ fate, 285 
Purſue my verſe with unrelenting hate 
No:——fave me from their yz A1sE, and I can fit 
Calm, unconcerned, the butt of Andrew's wit, 
And Topham's ſenſe ; perverſely gay, can ſmile 
While Efte, the zany, in his motley ſtyle, 290 
Calls barbarous names ; while Bell and Boaden rave, 
And Vaughan, a brother blockhead's verſe to fave, 
Toils day by day my character to draw, 
And heaps upon me every thing—but law. 
But do I then, (abjuring every aim) 295 
All cenſure flight, and all applauſe diſclaim? 
Not ſo: where Judgement holds the rod, I bow 
My humbled neck, awed by her angry brow ; 
Where taſte and ſenſe approve, I feel a joy 
Dear to my heart, and mixed with no alloy. 300 


IMITATIONS. 
V. 283—288. Men' moveat cimex Pantilius? aut cruciet, quod 
 Vellicet abſentem Demetrius? aut quod ineptus 
Fannius Hermoginis lædat conviva Tigelh ? 


] write 


( 53 ) 


I write not to the modiſh herd: my days, 
Spent in the tranquil ſhades of lettered caſe, 
Aſk no admiring ſtare from thoſe I meet, 
No loud “ that's nE!“ to make their paſſage ſweet. 
Pleaſed to ſteal ſoftly by, unmarked, unknown, 
leave the world to Holcroft, Pratt“, and Vaughan. 


MC... —_— — 


305 


mn 


NOTES. 

Pratt. This gentleman lately put in practice a very notable ſcheme. Having 
{cribbled himſelf fairly out of notice, he found it expedient to retire to the continent 

for a few months to provoke the enquiries of Mr. Lane's indefatigable readers. 

Mlark the ingratitude of the creatures! No enquiries were made, and Mr. Pratt 

was forgotten before he had croffed the channel. Ibi omnis effuſus labor. —But what! 
The mouſe that is content with one poor hole, ", 

| Can never be a mouſe of any foul. 5 

Baffled in this expedient, he had recourſe to another, and, while we were dreaming 

of nothing leſs, came before us in the following paragraph. 

% A few days fince died, at Baſle in Swifſerland, the ingenious Mr. Pratt. His loſs | 
will be ſeverely felt by the literary world; as he joined to the accompliſhments of the 
gentleman, the erudition of the ſcholar.” 

This was inſerted in the London papers for ſeveral days ſucceſſively. The country 
papers too, ** yelled out like ſyllables of dolour.” At length, whale our eyes were 
yet wet for the irreparable loſs we had ſuſtained, came a ſecond paragraph, as follows. 

As no event of late has cauſed a more general ſorrow than the ſuppoſed death of 
the ingenious Mr. Pratt ; we are happy to have it in our power to affure his numerous 
admirers, that he is as well as they can wiſh, and (what they will be delighted to hear) | 
buſied in preparing his TRA veLs for the preſs.” | 

_ 5 


( 54 ) 

Of theſe enough. Vet may the few I love, 
For who would ſing ir: vain! my verſe approve; 
Chief thou, my friend ! who, ſrom my earlieſt years, 
Haſt ſhared my: joys, and more than ſhared my cares. 310 
Sure, if our fates hang on ſome hidden Power, 
And take aheir. colour from the natal hour, 
Then, Inz1.anp*! the fame planet on us roſe, 

Such the ftrong ſympathies our lives diſcloſe ! 
_  Fhou.knoweſt how ſoon we felt this influence bland, g15 


* — 
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IMITATIONS. 
V. 307. — probet hæc Octavius, optimus atque 
Fuſeus: & hec utinam Viſcorum laudet uterque ! 


NOTES. 
„ Laud we the Gods!” I hope Mr. Debrett has already bought them; and that 
they will prove as intelligible to the world, and as profitable to himſelf, as thoſe of 


Here, on gcenunt of ita connection with the. pexſon mentioned in the text, I ſhall 
take. the. liberty—cxtremam hunc. mihi concede—of inſerting the following Imi- 
„ien, addrefied. to him ſeveral. years fince. It was never printed; nor, as far as 
ed ſenſatians of; gratitude and delight, at the favourable change of circumſtances 

we have BOTH experienced fince it. wag, wxitten. 


( 5s ) 
And ſhaped rude bows; and uncouth whiſtles bw, 
And paper kites (a laſt, great effort,)'flewy: © 


8 — 
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REV. MR. IRELAND. 

IMITATION OF HORAC * 
LIS. 11. OD2 16. 


nr LY N 


| Warn howling winds, and louring ſkies, 
Near Orkney's boiſterous ſeas ; ; 

The trembling crew forget. ta rr, 

And bend the knees, unuſed to prayer, __ - 
To aſk a little eaſe. 


For caſe the Turk, ferocious, prays,. "E121 
For eaſe the barbarous Ruſſe— for caſe, | 
Which P— could ne'es obtain; 
Which Bedford lacked amidſt his fore, 
Oft bade for — but in vain. 
For not the liveried troop that wait 
Around the manſions of the great, 
Can keep, my friend, aloof; 
Fear, that attacks the mind by fits, | 4 
And Care, that like. a raven, flits - 
Around the lordly roof. Mi 
H 2 


( 56 ) 
And when the day was done, retired to reſt, 
Sleep on our eyes, and ſunſhine in our breaſt. 320 


7 
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NOTES. 
, well is he,” to whom kind heaven 
A decent competence has given ! 
Rich in the blefling ſent ; 
He graſps not anxiouſly at more, 
Dreads not to uſe his little ſtore, 
And fattens on content. 
O, well is he!” for life is loſt, 
Amidſt a whirl of paſſions tof?: 
Magnanimous Ephemera ! ftretch 
Of his contracted ſpan! 
Why ſhould he from his country run, 
In hopes, beneath a foreign ſun, 
Serener hours to find ? 
Was never man in this wild chace, ; 
Who changed@ his nature with his place, 
For, winged with all the lightning's ſpeed, 
Care climbs the bark, Care mounts the ſteed, 
An inmate of the breaſt: 
Nor Barca's heat, nor Zembla's cold, 
Can drive from that pernicious hold, 
The too-tenacious gueſt. 


(@ }) 
In riper years, again together thrown, 


Our ſtudies, as our ſports before, were one. 


mn” 


— 


NOTES. 
They, whom no anxious thoughts annoy, 
Grateful, the preſent hour enjoy, 
Nor ſeek the next to know; 
To lighten every ill they ftrive, . 
Nor, ere Misfortune's hand arrive,. 
Anticipate the blow. 
Something muſt ever be amiſs —_— 
Man has His joys; but perfeRt bliſs 
Lives only in the brain : 
We cannot all have all we. want; 


And Chance, unaſked, to TH1s may grant 
What THAT has begged in vain. 


WoL ruſhed on death in manhood's bloom, 


PavuLET crept ſlowly to the tomb; 
Here breath, there fame was given : 
By contras, and by pers, contrives 
To keep the balance even. 


To THEE ſhe gave two piercing eyes, - 
A body——Juſt of Tydeus' fize, 
| A judgement found, and clear; 
A mind with various ſcience fraught, 
A liberal foul, a thread-bare coat, 
And forty pounds a year. 


To 


(8) 
Together we explored the ſtoc page 
Of the Ligurian, ſterii tho? beardleſs ſage! 
Or traced the Aquinian thro' the Latine road, 
And trembled at the laſhes he beftowed. 
Together too, when Greece unlocked her ſtores, 


Or followed, while he ſought his native ſoil, 
That old man eloquent from toil to toil; 
Lingering with good Alcinoiis o'er the tale, 
Tin the eaſt reddened, and the flars grews pale. 
So paſt our life; till fate, ſeverely kind, 
W 


+ ' te »4T3 „ 99088 1 17 
3 1 


19 * „4 
— i _ Y FI . 
& _ 2 * LE . 


We roved in thought o'er Troy's devoted ſhores ; 
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NOTES. 
b | To un, one eye not over good, 


J | Two fides, that, to their coft, have food 
I A ten years hectie cough ; . 

4 E Aches, ftitches, all the numerous' ills 
== That ſwell the deviliſh doctor-s bills, 
3 A coat more bare than thine, a ſoul 


A fixed contempt of wrong; 
Spirits above affliction's power, 
And ſkill to charm the lonely hour 
With no inglorious ſong. 


For 
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( 59 ) 

For many a year: now met, to part, no more, 
The aſcendant Power, confeſſed ſo ſtrong of yore, 
Stronger by abſence, every, thought controuls, 
And knits in perfe& unity our ſouls. 

O Ireland! if the verſe that thus eſſays 
To trace our lives even from, our boyiſh days,” 
| Meet thy applauſe ; the world heſide may rail—— 
I care not——at the unintereſting tale: 
I only ſeek, in language void of art, 
To ope my breaſt, and pour out all my heart; 
And, boaſiful of thy various worth, to tell, 
T Hou long we loved, and thou canſt add, no. NEIL! 
| Thou too, my Hoeewezx! if my wiſh availed, 
Shouldſt praiſe the ſtrain that but for thee had failed: 
Thou knoweſt, when Indolence poſſeſſed me all, 
How oft I rouzed at thy inſpiring call; 
Burſt from the Syren's faſcinating power, 
And gave the, Muſe thou loveſt one ſtudious hour. 
Proud of thy friendſhip, while the voice of fame 
Purſues thy merits with a loud acclaim, | 


ya 


I ſhare the triumph not unpleaſed to ſee 
Our kindred deſtinies; for thou, hke me, 43 
Waſt thrown too ſoon on the world's. dangerous tide, _— 


To fink or ſwim, as chance might beſt decide. 


- 


Aud ftill protefls the life it then preſerved. 
Tux, powers untried, perhaps unſelt before, 
"Enabled, tho' with pain, to reach the ſhore, 
While * * ſtood by, the doubtful ſtriſe to view, 
Nor lent a friendly arm to help thee through. 
Nor ceaſed the labour there: Hate, iIl-ſuppreſt, 


Advantage took of thy ingenuous breaſt, 


Where ſaving wiſdom yet had placed no ſcreen, 5 
To darken all thy liſe tis paſt; more bright 
Thro the difparting gloom thou ſtrikeſt the fight; 
While baffled malice haſtes thy powers to dyn, 
And wonders at the worth ſo long unknown. 
I too, whoſe voice no claims but truth's e'er moved, 375 
Who long have ſeen thy merits, long have loved, 

Yet loved in filence, left the rout ſhould fay 
Too partial friendſhip tuned th' applaufive lay; 
Now, now that all conſpire thy name to raiſe, 
May join the ſhout of unſuſpected praiſe. 380 

Go then, fince the long ſtruggle now is oer, 
And envy can obſtruft thy fame no more 
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One ſun is ſet, ce glarcns fan; whale rays Bin 
O, — — 0 ale)» ei 
Aſſert his ſtation in the eaſtern ſkies, e =, 
Glow with his fires, and give the world to-fee- '2 9 "2 


Another ReyNnoOLDs riſen, my friend, in 1uxx. | = 
But whither roves the Muſe ? I but deſigned e 


To note the few whoſe praiſe delights my mind ; ” ES 
But friendſhip's power has drawn the verſe aſtray, 1 
Wide from its aim, a long, but flowery . 
Yet one remains, ONE NAME for ever dear, . 
With whom, converſing many a happy year, "RR. 
I marked with ſecret joy the opening bloom | — 
Of Virtue, preſcient of the fruits to came, | 1 
Truth, honour, reftitude——©O while thy breaſt, —_— 
My BELGRraAve! of its every with poſſeſt, 40 1 
Swells with its recent tranſports, recent fears, 1 
And tendereſt titles ſtrike, yet charm thy ears, _— 
Say, wilt thou from thy feelings pauſe awhile, WT 

To view my humble labours with a ſmile ? 
Thou wilt: for ſtill tis thy delight to praiſe, | 
And ſtill thy fond applauſe has crowned my lays. 
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2 "Twiſt imo ſplay-fooi-doggrel all St. Giles, 
been ſpinpardgeaphi-wich Vaughan's whole Kell 


rapt in nonſevſe, gra bis grey-gooſe quill, 
Moy im y 


Wellen!? we vod his ref 
Andy toUrban for a ſhort relief. 
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